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_@ays an’ files up'ardp like sparks,” said

- "had uttered the few worda recorded

« JFearmil, sotto voce, Mr, Pearsall was

Film Actress Who Was on the Lusitania Also on Her

)

Honeymoon With the Count de Cippico, Aftcr

' By JANE DIXON.:
£~ OME women are successful In
business. Others are sugcessful
in love, But It seldom happens

#hat suocess strikes twice in the same

place. It is as If the Eternal Balance

put on the brakes now and then just to
show us we are not infallible,

Now and then Old Man Eternal Bal-
ance gets prodigal and spilla his gifts
regardlesa, This Is exactly what hap-
pened when a charmihg French girl—

slightly alloyed with English
Welsh—happened to be standing
§n his way. He gave her beauty and
and then, just as If that were not
ugh to make uny normal girl
¥, he sent along a real, buna fide,
my heart hope to die count to
plete hin gifts.

! And the umnnunn’ way in which

Did Man Eternal Balance put over the
ount too! It was just like something
ipped from a story by Rebert Cham-

romantic, picturesque thrilling.

. Miss Rita Jolivet is the name of the
1. Or, rather, her name is not Miss
l .I'dl\'ﬂ J more except for the

stage At all other
m |I the Countess de Cippico,
Naples, citizsenship Italian.

! The CGount de Cippleo of London,
Paria and Naples is an éxtremely hand-
fellow. He i not one of those
soldiern of fortune wheo pigk out
helr tities coming ovgr on the ship
then spring them shock fashion on
ble American girls. Ha is an
with a nice old moth
castle and everything that goes

th the sef, Also he 'is & bulin-

He has money and he makes

He is one of his Ilk who finds

infinitely easier to make money than

% ‘
The first chapter of the Count's ro-
nel with the beautiful young
~English-Welsh girl s so
the publisher would never give
& second u:oucht were it not for the
pee injected immediately thereafter,

1 The Lov: Chase.

They met at a, dinner given by a
sommon friend in s. Mias Jolivet
of tha shining hair and sparkling

ck oyes was a favorite Continental

iress. The Count was just barging
gbout a bit. He begged Mile. Rita for
permiasion to call. 8he sh her
shoulders In trus herolne lon and
she would be delighted, but
—ahe was leaving the next day for a
#honth's rest. A count more or less
meant nothing in her life.

Two weeks later, in an obacure vil-
lage in Brittany where Miss Jolivet
Jwaa resting, the horizon of her quiet-
wde was obacured by the appearance

slipped aday, leaving ho clue along
the trail.

“ “If he had not ben born & Count, he
would make & bully geod detective,”
laughs Miss JoHvet, reminiscently.

And no wonder. Two days after her
rubber heeled exit from Brittany the
Count overtook her on the Riviera.
Bhe bolted to Monte Carlo. He wags
hot ;on her heels. 8he decided to mo
at once to Nice to fill an engagement.
He found his,business would go to
smash compietely finless he appeared
In Nice forthwith.

Right here |s where the Count hit
upon & really keen idea. He knew
Miss Jolivet was an atrtist of high
ideals, a loysl lover of the artistic.

of & brand new satellite in the person
of Count de Clppleo. 1f he wanted |
to play hide and seek with her, Mile.

‘Rita was wiling., That n!.ht Ihli

a Romantic Courtship Abroad .

him transfer the immortal pestry
the great Italian to the screen?
‘and money combined would
to win her over. They &id,
Of courss the Count had.
hand most of the time to see
wheely of the plcture mach
well . What more natural
!thnt he should talk it over with
star? And what more natural
T™hat he found himself ‘less and
able to confine hin talk to the
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Count de Cippico, husbmd of Rita Jolivet.

—_—

| true Romeo fashion.

L]

of the studio when Mile, Rita's merry |
eyea reminded him the world is tnc-.l|

and youth Ia love® springtime?

.The Count was all ready to declare
Mlle. Rita in on his castle and beg her |
to iy with him to Naples, where be-
neath the swayving Loughs
speghetti trees he couxd woo her in

other cropper.

her sister. On her way acrus< the

of tlie!

Rita Jolivet.

duty at her door. A note from the
Count. He was coming to London,
Misa Jolivet gave it yp. What was
the use pf running away from a hem
who pursued you In this persistent !
fashion? 8he was tempted to an-!
nounce her departure on a trinl Night
to the moon, but she was afraid if she

Cupld came nn- ! did she would find the Count there
The g'rl in thy cose |
wis called to Lendon by the (liness of |

ready to welcome her when she landed.

Bo she said “Yes” instead —she had |
| been meaning to sayv it ever since that

Channel she met an old friend, Oliver | frat evening at the dinner party in

Morosco, and promised that It she ever | pgris.

As goon B¥ the sister rocovered

came to America she Would do a pic- | the wedding was celebpated “in the

ture for him.
Arrived at her home In London she

. parental home of the bride in Mayvinir,

After tha coremony the Count ad-

‘““‘4 a mw boy on \ Pes post | mitted it was the first really free

SQUIRE TWOMBLEY'S UNDOING DUE TO GREED

By DAVID A. CURTIS.

OME'RES (n the Good Book it
S says what & man that's
borned of a:woman s of few

old man Greenlaw thoughtfully, as
he took a cigar from his pocket and
began eating one end of it before
lighting the other.

There were four other persqns In the
old . man's little saloon in Arkansas
City at the time and to them It
‘aimost inexcusable that he "mhould
break the silence  that had obtained
there for & long time in the way that
Be did. It was not so much that he

‘dbove, though they would gladly have
digpensed with even thoss few, but
they, realised from past experience
that so soon &8s he had gots¢his cigar
well alight and had settled himself in
his favorite chair by the window with
Jhis feet on the window :sill he would
spontinue to babble indefinitely, and
they feit that they could hardly endure
Ahe infilction.

“Can't Lthey be mothin' 4ld fo' to
ghoke him off afo' he gita tellin’ one
+@ them stories o' hisn?' asked Bam

plainly nervous. :

*0Oh, let him rave,” pald Jake Win-
JAerbottom in the same undertone. “He
mought an well do it h;lr as to do it
+Mato the funny house'

*[ dunno 'bout that,” said Jim Blals-
doll gloomily. “If he was to go thar
by his lonesome I wouldn't llVld’l'l'l

t we uns s all on us liable fo' to
. ‘h up thar with him If it's one o'
«them poker stories.”

Rut even as they communed with
soe another thus they reallzed the
futility of any measure they might
take, short of a general rough house,
+40 Interrupt the old man's output of
speech, and settling back in their scats
4hey prepared themseslves for the
worst,

Meantime, If the old man knew of
thelr perturbation he gave no sign.
Absorbed In his own line of thought

. v waited only until he had his cigar
burning to hia satisfaction, Then he
#¢1 hia vocal chords going sgain,

“l ul'nys had my own |dees 'bout
that," he said, with the alr of one who
¢arcg not to hear argument. “Bome
on 'em has few days &n' some on ‘em
has & hellova lot mo’ 'n they ‘pears
to be no sense In havin' of 'em.

*An' as fo' gwine up'urds like
sparks, 'pears llke & heap on 'em |s

‘ mu' Ukely to go down'ards a'ter they
‘cashes In. If they wpa to fly up'ards
mo' 'n likely they'd git lost in the
shuffie, bein' 's they aln’'t no place
p'vided fo' 'em outsiden the rollu.m:
Belzebub,

"But that ain't neither hur nor
thar, Don't make no diff'regce to no-
body which way they g on'y (o
thalr ownselfs. FInt {s what use they
ks o' them few days what they
" bhas, even if they aln't on'y a few on

“If I wae to write poetry, like they's
"% heap tries to, ‘thouten havin' no reel
"napirin' ides to put Into It, I wouldn't
make no slch mistake as they does
right £'m the start. Firat off, I'd pick
at a what was ‘wuth writin'

{ with hogwash what no ntelunnt man
wants to read about, like love an' the
beauties o' natur' an' patr'tism an’
sich."

“Wolinell's poetry got to do with
it?" exclaimed Joe Bassett, proluuu@y
disgusted.

“Poetry’s got a hellova lot to do with
'most everythin' If it's wrote proper,”
sald the old man with much dignity.
"“Trouble I1s what they don't nobody
‘pear to git a holt ¢' nothin' 'mpo'tant
to write about, like 1 done sald."

“I den't make no question but vhlt
yo' all 'd do n heap better "n any on
‘em If yo' was to try." sald Jim Blais-
dell with a sarcastic inflection which
the old man entirely falled to recog-
nize,
about what aln't been did afo'?" he
continued, winking at Winterbottom,
whe took no notice, being evidently
even more disgusted than Bassett by
the revolting triviality of the talk.

“Draw poker," sald the old man with
no hesitation whatever, “Thar's &
subjeck what hain't never been wrots
in postry's fur 's I knowa. T reckon
probly the reason is what they aln't
nobody qualified to treat it adequate,
nol' ‘thouten I ah'd tackle it my own-
self.

“I reckon p'raps 1 mought do ft,
on'y If they's n poine wrote about
draw poker it 'd ought fo' to bo a
reg'lar epleac, an' I'd ought fo' to
begun It afo’ I got along In years like
I be now. I been thinkin' about It
though, an' they's & good chanst fo'
somebody to p'juce tremenjoun work.

“Draw poker 'pears to typify nlgh
'bout everythin' they is in life what's
wuth payin' ‘tention to, Take that
very text in the Good Book what I
done mentioned just now. A man'g
dayn ain't nothin’ but chips fo' to set
into the game with, whether he's got
many on 'em or on'y A few., D'pends
on how he bets whether he gits the
best o' the game or goes broke afo'
the finlsh." -~

“How many days would ¥yo' all
reckon a man ‘d ought fo' to bet onto
a straight flush?' fsked Mr. Blaisdell
sneeringly, It wam evident that none
of the old man's hearers was taking
him wseriously, but it was also clear
that he himself was very much in
earnest.

“Th' ain’t no use gittin® wrybald," he
sald sternly. “Poetry 's made up of
allegories an' parables, an' has to be
took paragorical, 'r else they can't no-
body make head nor tall onto It, Usin'
days fo' chips is a figger o' speech
an' it goes In poetry even If it don't
work out anlnliu-lry into & sho'
‘nough gume,

“Even Squire Twombley knowed
that much, an' he wa'n't d'stinguished
fo' no gre't wisdom outsiden poker. He
wns A reg'lar bear at that, bein'
quicker with a gun 'n anybody else

"lin Greenville*

“Oh, Greenville!" exclaimed Mr.
kPearsall, and he went out Into the
night. Mr. FPearsall could not ablds
the mention of Mre, Pearsall's birth-
place.

“1 done ax't him one't how come ha
done lived ‘s long 's he had, bein' he
wan al'ays Intp m shootin' scrape,”
continued the old man, “an’' he says
he reckoned what i two men had a
argyment the survivor just nachully
tooken over the onexpired residus o'
t'other man's lifetime, same 's he

reckon heo had mo* '

&bout, o' spliin' good paper

tooken his wad, so ‘s h 's he o'd
n Lﬂuam Yoar

“But what 'd yo' think o' writin'-

still a comin’, an’ he was risln' sev-
enty then. Didn't 'pear to be po ways
reas'nable, but they mought 'a"' been
somepin’ into it, at that, fo' he sho’
was mo' chipper like every time he
got his man.

+"Him gittin’ 's many days thataway
as he done, it mought "a' been ‘xpected
what he'd make use on 'em, byt 's fur
‘s anybody ever seen he naver done
nothin' & tall daytimes, but he was
the most ‘ndustrious man I ever
knowed at night.

“Useter come 'round to the tavern
ev?-y evenin' soon ‘s he'd had his sup-

an' take his reg’lar seat at the
table in the back room an’ set thar
practisin’ with a deck o' cyards till
somebody 'd come In an' start a game,
1}\I‘nwr tooken but one drink afo' play-
in', but a'ter the game was over he'd
take 's many 's anybody wanted to
pay for, so thataway he was a tol'able
good customer even if he dldn’t never
buy his ownself on'y onc't of @ night.

“On'y fault I ever found Wwith him
was the way he useter d'scourage the
floatin' popylation o' Greenville, 'Peared
like he was c'naid'able prejudiced ag'in
strangers what had any gre't luck into
the game. If they was daxy the Squtl'.
woul§n't make no ‘bjections to ‘em
#ettin' in 's long 's their wads 'd hold
out, but {f they begin winnin' anythin’
to speak of they 'd al'ays be mo' 'r
less trouhle an' first thing anybody
knowed they wouldn't be no stranger
Into the game nc mo'.

“First off he al'ays useter c'lect what
money an' chips they had on the table.
claimin' what he done win it legiti-
mate, but a'ter I done reasoned it out
with him I al'ays mads him p®t up
enough outen it fo' to pay the man's
blll, an’' If they was enough left the
Bquire 'd gen'ly pay the fun'ral
'spenses. He wan't no ways mean
about it If the wad was & sizable one,
but he'd bellyache c¢'nsid’able If they
wa'n't nothiml much left fo' him,

“As I was a sayin' the gen'l result
o' his diddin's was to keep down the
floatin’ popylation into the c'munity.
an' they was some o' the citisens
d'sposed to be some critie’l "bout it,
but the Bguire he dons met ‘em fa'r]
an' squar’,

“He pinted out what they couldn't
nobody d'sputo’ what he didn't mever
had no trouble with mone o' his fel-
low citizsens, nor mnot with nons o'
them outsiders what was fetchin’ cap-
ital into the town. It was on'y In case
somebody come along what was liable
to carry away money what he inter-
fered. An' seein' how they couldn’t
nobody deny what he sald, they come
to loock on him as a public benefactor.

“] don't mind sayin' what I done
got some o' my beat idets o 1
th' upbulldin’' o' Arkansas Wm
Bquire Twombley, but that aln't
nelther hyar nor thar. Fint Is how
he done dignified the game o' poker,
piayin' of lt like he done, an' come to
pe rich an' respectable into his old
age 'thouten never doin' no harm to
nobody wuth speakin' of. ' I al'ays
looked on him as bein’ quite a 'riginal
character.”

* ‘Riginal hell!" exclaimed Mr. Win-
terbottom roughly. Mr. Winterbottom
would frequently use coarss language
when he lost pationce, and just now
hia patisnce seemed to be entirely ex-
hausted.

“Yo' wll ‘pears to be wand'rin’' lke
into yo' hald' he continued. .

off yo' dribbles along ‘bout mm

poker an' usin’ days fo' chips an' all
sich flubdub, an’ then yo' rings In this
yer Twombley person fo' mo airthly
puppose on'y fo' to keep yo' jaw wag-
gin'. Even if he was some quick on
the trigger he don’t 'pear to been
nothin' mo' 'n a ornery crosaroads
gambler.” P

“Greenville wa'n't no country cross-
roads,” said the old man with much
feeling, “nor Bquire Twombley wa'm't
no gambler. He never played nothin'
but poker, an' the' en'y reason I made
mention o' him was fo' the sake o' the
gre't moral lesson they was Into his
c'reer.”

“Well, go ahead an' give us the
moral lesson,” said Mr, Basseit irrit-
ably. "“Mebhe,” he continued, address-

ing Mr. Winterbotom, “If he gits that
outen him they'll be a short interval
o' quiet"”

“Mebbe s0," shid Mr. Blaisdall, as
one without falth, but Mr. Wlumbn:-
tom only snorted.

“The Squire sho' was doin' well,”
continued the old man . "at &
time o life whan yo' mought hachully
reckon he'd be thinkin' ©' cashin' in,
O co'se that didn't trouble him none,
him bilevin' like I sald, what e had
c'nsid'able of & reserve to live onto
what he'd ‘cumilated offen them stran-
gers what he'd croaked f'm time to
time."

“Plain  bughouse, wa'n't he?" ob-
served Mr. Blalsdell with vast con-

tempt.

“Well, he mought 'a' been a leetle
off in mome ways," admitted the old
man, “but that was his Idee an' It
'peared to keep him cheerful, 's fur 's
growin' old was c¢'neerned. Ho didn't
have mno trouble thataway, an' he
‘'njoyed the confidence o' the o'munity
‘long o' havin' did what he had to'da
makin' Greenville prosp'rous, an' bein’
rich an’ respectable hia ownself like
I done sald afo’,

“What 'peared to be the cause o
him bein' cut off ontimely, like he was
final, was ‘long o' gittin' avaricious
like, an’ fallin' into evil ways ‘thouten
bein' qualified proper to carry ‘em out.

“They wa'n't no 'casion fo' it In his
] case, bein’ ‘s he win enough into the
" game logitimate fo' 1o pay his livin’
‘spenses an' put money in the bank
fm time to time, but no.

*1 made mention a'ready, what he'd
set practisin’ with a deck every eve-
nin' till the game 'd be made up, an’
'pears like he must ‘&' reckoned to'ds

the last what he wam m~' expert 'n
he reely was. Then, he’ ‘cted with
that onholy greed 1 v sakin' on,
he ondertook to do m ncy dealin’

'n what tha others 'd stand fo’,
*Deacon Pettigrew was the first one

n'|took notice of it, him gittin' s'piclous

long o the Bguire Allin' fo's on the
draw ag'in the Deacon's ace full, the
Bquire havin’' the deal. He dldn't say
nothin' at the time, but he aays to me
a'ter the game what If it happens ag'in
they'll ba somepin' diddin'."

Here the old man paused am M he
bad finished, but he had succeeded’ in
rousing Mr. Blaisdell's ocuriosity, Mr.
Blaisdell was always interested in the

detalls of poker.
‘Well, did it happen ag'in? he
askod. '

“Onc't mo' only,” sald the old man,
“an' the Deavon shot him daid."

“What's the moral?' asked Mr.
Baasstt, looking bewildered.

“Moral is o' to not be toe greedy,”
sald the old man.

breathing space he had had since the
chase began.

And now for the climax ol'npir'artlr
placed and played romance, The
Count and Countesa de Cipplco are In
America on their honeymoon. They
have chosen the States for a twofold
purpose. The first reason is that no-
where is thers a greater or maore
glorious country where two persons
thoroughly in love may give expres-
slon to that love, Why, Mr, Bhonts
even encourages love making in his

& | clung on.

& | would all be lost.
% | dnother

subways! The second nmn ia that
both the Count and the Couhiess are
extremely patriotic. They are draw
together by ties of country at this llrm-
an well as by ties of love, They be-
lieve they had a duty to perform, and
here waa the placo to discharge their
obligation,
Charles Frohman's Memage.

This was the duty:

During » former visit to the United
States Miss Jolivet appeared in &

sereen story called “The Unafraid” for |

Jeszp 1. Lasky. Returning to Eng-
land, slie took pas=age in the il fated

| Lusitanla on the trip when the ship

' waa torpedoed by o submarine, 1t was
during those last few moments before
the boat was swallowed up by the sea
that Miss Jolivet stood beslde Charles |
Frohman and heard him utter thu
measage that has rung around the
world and will ring: “Why fear death? '
It is the most beautiful adventurs In
Nlife."

“More and more, as time goes on,”
gald the Countess only the other day,
“] have the feeling | was spared to

jone .of God's noblemen and to trans- |
m:! it to the heavy of heart,

worda.

“1 wish every ones ocould M.m
conditions existing at the timae of their
utterance. We were standing, four of
us, awaiting the end, We sensed it

“Instinctively we cluzllt hold of
| sach one another's hands, Mr. Froh-
| man, my brother-in-law asd a ‘Mr.
| Soott, an Engllshman who had just
taken off hia life belt and put it uwnﬂ
an old iady who was helpless and
hysterical.

“As Mr. Frohman finished the im-
morsal message =a gigantic wave of
| water and human bodies swept us off
our feet and out into the sea. Of
courss our handa were torn apart. The
force of the water was so great it tore
a palr of huttoned shoes from my feet,

Saved From Lusitania.

“I had made up iy mind to die and
was quiie calm under the water. The
thought of God came to me—how at &
time like thik He was every one's God,
s living. warm, all pervading Presence
| guiding the {nnocent through the tor-
tuous depths, freeing their bodies and |
| héants from all fear and pain. Heo was
the God of the Jew aud gentile allke,
of the rich man and the poor man, the
saint and the sinner, the woman in the
steerage and the lady in the sults de
luxe. ‘The petty bickerings of areed
| and doctrine seemed so foolish, se fu-
| tlle, before the sublime truth that God
| Is God.

*1 was distinctly surprised when the
| water above me began to clear and I
‘realized [ was coming to the surface.
I: was one of perhaps thirty persons
who clung to an upturned lifebomt.
!The boat had heen overcrowded and
| had upset, It wans lying in the water
and had completely turned turtle.
| *As other rersons came to the sur-
face they too made for the boat and |
It sank lower. Another
welght added to its burden and we

Yet who could stop
human being's desperate
| elutch for Wfe?

“For tha first time I was selzed by
panic. Thege on the ship I had not
| been afrald. The magnificent herolsm
of the men slinwed me the way, mhde
me strong. 1 had made up my mind
to dde. 1 had heen strangely, unbe-
Hevably, miraculously saved. It was
the thought of having to go through it
ia,li over again that broke down my

morale,

] “At the very moment that the final
| hand reached out to grasp after life a
lite raft adrift was washed beneath the
boat and caught there. It was this
raft that buoyed us up. helped carry
| the weight until help arrived,

“During the three and*a half hours
“wa clung to that overturned boat there
were two criea of rescue ships coming.
Both were given shortly after the ship
went down., Once one of these boats
was very close 1o us. Just as we
| thought our Gethsemane was over the
| boat disappeared from the surface of
| the sea. Then we knew it was a sub-
rmuinc ‘that it had submerged

s+ Misg Jolivet's Misaslom.

| **when the rescue ship fnally ar-
irlved pnd we landed In Ireland my

|

g
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firea of patriotism lighted

rning brightly, as they were on
er aide In our own countries.
t occurred to us we might do our
t to keep the fires on the altars fed,
to give new inspiration to the mothers

2=gk
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out forever such crimes against hu.
manity as the sinking of the Lusitania.

“Also there was the message. Whern
better could it be flashed forth to tha
uttermest ends of the earth than an
the screenT Make it the Inspiration
of a allent drama, so that svery cross.
roads . schoolboy, every far away
farmer, svery village girl and every
small town woman could read and
know and live it.

“This Is how the moving dama of
the Lusitania, the events that led up
to It, the world smashing hlows that
followed it, happened to he plaved
The picture is called ‘Teat Wa Forget '
The title sums up the reason for iy
existence.

“I hope those who see it will never
forget, at least not until we have wiped
out all possibilities for much cntas.

| trophes in the future and have mnada

God's vnpathed waters of tha sea o
pleasant and peaceful highwn "

Hoew They Made the Fiim.

Tre Count des Clppico has been &
wife's tireless ally during the prodo
tion of the pleture, Morally. flmanciilly
and physically he has backed her 1
the limit of his powers,
told something of the bigneas of thy
undertaking. Seven months of Intesn-
alve work has been put into the pla:

BSomething more than 15,000 feer of
film has been photographed. From this
only the cream is clipped, the presen:
version requiring a total of but 6009
feet. To give an idea of the consgriu -
tive features and the waste a I'mor b
village was reproduced In entirety  1ha
houses, bull®ngs and so on were Lot
of stone and concrete, go that whern the
village was shelled by the enemy the
correct effect would bs produced. Tle
partly destroyed village is still stand.
ing in Bronxville, where the pictim
was produced.

“I have heard it murmured that: [
am profiting by a great natlonal dis-
aster,” sighed the Countesa, “At first
such accusations hurt ma desply. Tlut
why should they? Thersa are alwara
scoffers ready to tear down & zoul

work.

“And I feel In my heart that flest
We Forget'isa gond work. There ure
others, patriotic Americans, whn
doing things, and 1 know they ac-«
with me. How do I lmow? Beec
the Ghvernment loaned un 5,000 b, o
American Sammies to help the wo
along.

“Thess Sammies appear in the b
scenes and in the trench plctures.
Jovernment also gave UE ACCSSS 1/
of its biggest boats mo that we micht
properly portray the disaster. If tio
Jovernment ofMicials had thought ne
wers almply profiteers they wnoull
never have done that, would thev?

“It & visit to the Lyric Thrutre
where ‘'Lest We JForget' s hbeing
shown, Inspires one more sturdy Amei-

o

first ®thought was to go and cablé
Dam‘l Frohman those words that had |

| that eternity in the water. 1 did not |
| know whether Mr, F mhman had been |

fcan arm to carry a gun In defence
of right or cheers one mnre American

carry that message from the lips of | been ringing in my mind through all | mother heart, heavy with its fear of

loss, 1 shall consider the work rhall
not have been [n vain.™

By JEANNE JUDSON.

FAN of golden peacock feathers
set in silver, bossed with gold,
cunningly wrought to show a

Indy reclining as she plays with jewel
bubbles made of moonstones backed
with gold to give them fire; a handle
of sliver and (vory bordered with
pearis,

This is not a deshription of the
work of some ltallan goldamith of me-
dimval times. something behind glass
doors In & museum or collector's treas-
ure box. Perhaps some craftsman of
the olden days dreamed of such a fan
As a queen's gift, or some poor ‘pren-
tice boy fashiomed it In his imagina-
tion for his lady love, but it remained
for & modern workman to make it a
reality.

The hands of Ladislas Emeric Zen-
tal fashioned the fan in his studio on
West Eighth street, but for the in-
epiration that conceived it Mr. Zental
believea that he must go back to the
great artisans of the Middle Ages, for
while all of hia designs are original
his inspiration comen from the unreal-
ized dreams and unfinished labors of
the skilful craftamen of long ago.

In the moat hurrying, most mechan-
lcal age in history, In the most com-
merclal country in the warld, Mr, Zen-
tal mits before his tiny iron anvil
mounted on an oak log und works
week after week on some exqyqike
ring or copper vase, so absorbed In “his
work that the weeks seem days and
the hours minutes, And when at last
the thing is fashioned completely he Is
loath to let It _go out of his studio.

Here is a carnellan an Inch aquare
pet in milver, i ring At for a glant or A
medimval king; here Is a pedestal of
sflver made to hold & vase of green
Pernlan glass 300 years old; yet the
pedestal is worthy of the glass,

trons. 1t in & modern, cheerful room
with & fireplace and comfortahle chalrs
and sufMcient light, but the things cre-
ated in 't belong to the xkill and im-
afination of hundreds of years ngo,

Here Is & copper tray adorned with
frogs surrounded hy air bubbles and
wrapped in green foam from the frog
pond. There Is nothing careiess. noth-
ing stereotyped, nothing repeated,
Iach plece of work ls n creation of the
hands and brain of the artist,

Ladlslas Zental §s a sculptor, but he
doea not make large atatues, He llkes
Fto work on litle thingm, thoxe delicate
intricacles that intrigued.the art and
fancy of peopls who lived in an age of
decoration rather than utllity,

Having spent hours of thought and
Iabor on his work he loves every plece
of.it © » Waelf and is reluctant Lo give
It up to a purchaser, Unfortunately
purchasers are Necessary 10 provide
money to buy more melals and more
quaint stones from the @pidary shope.

|
The studio s not stage set for pa-

“Sometimes [ forget to put my sig-
nature on my work and it is brought
back to be signed,
a few months longer,” savs .\Ir, Zental,

“This I can Keep & long time,” he adds,
showing a comb of ivory and silver.
*It Is too heavy for any modern colf- |
fure.”

It was such a comb as a troubadour
might have stolen to send aa a gift to
his lady; msuch a ¢comb as women may
have used before the days of perma- |
he waves, French rolls and Castle
clips;
crowning glory,

and twined In the tendrils of the lndy's

Then I van keep it |

‘ : P R e o
lelslu Emeric Zentnl making art jlwelry

hair that only ths two exquisitely
| modelled faces could be seen,

Mr. Zental, being o eculptor as well
as a maker of jewelry, has done many
bas-relief portraits -a sllver bas-rellef
|pnrtrn.t of Caruso, for Instance, of

which he has kept a copy in wax, and
|m bronze portrait of Frankiin Connon,
the pianist.

Scattered about the studlo were
many statuettes in hronze and silver
to ba used Ax seals or aa pedestals for
lnmpu or vases, One beautiful vase ot |

|base of conventionalized lullp bulbs |

1 !

{

| —-tha contrast of death
| usupl Balome figure,
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and snalls. Mr. Zental lian mucceoded
In producing marvellous color effc s
in oxidized copper--huge barnished
bowls which change from green tozold
and from gold to glow!ing red in the
light from Lis fire,

Mr. Zental will work for weeks on s
ring, devising a jewel setling :'at
seems ton meticulous for human hands
to accomplish, and when it In finished
wil turn with equal intorest to ths
desgning of a fireplace for sonm lirge
room. One of his freplace dexgzm= 18

an adornment for woman's oopper is a conventionalized tulip.|of oxwdized copper, brass and &il\a%
The design was of | The flower forms the cup of tha vase, | Fire worshippers kneel on either slda
two lovers embracing, but &o wrapped its glender stem running down to a 1311:! the fire itself forma the altar.

One of the treasures of the studle
!n a 8alome Jewsl box. “T'he box i1+ of
Hltvrr. the figure of Balome on e
| cover ia of gold to represant lifs, whils
the head of John the Baptist in s var
Unlika the
rhe doms o
carry the head before bier but drage
it on the ground by the hair 7@
tha head drops of blood are falling—
rubles which drip over the sldn of 1he
box—and Balome herself stainds in &
pool of blood formed of cunningly ‘fe
lald red enamel,

Tha price? Art for art’s sake!
member this studin I8 on Tightl®
In Greenwich Village. Of course.
you come from up town art will find
Ita modern tongus and transii'a ita
treasiiros into terms that yoiu van in=

b=
Tread,
3

derstand; but the Vilagers do not
come 10 buy; they come to look end
to drink in inspiration

To the person who has seen articies
turned out by the thousand in monrm
factoriea the work of Ladislas Zentas
seems like magic, Tt {a almos! inooo=
celvable that the wonderful thine be
maken' require no other muchinery

than his hands, & forge fira and *he

tiny anvil set on mo unfinishad 2K
ss and

log. Here gold and silver, br _
copper aliks are melted into siad et
| masses 1o be refashloned ints things

| of beauty and use,
But even a relnearnated medirvel

craftsman cannot live in the twes 1'oth
centiry without being In soma messs
ure @ part of it. Ladislas Zental o b L]
discoversd this wome eIght YcATS ol
when after deferring his military =2t
viea from year to vear hs could defer
it uo longer, and rather than g0 1@
his art fur even A few years ! aft
his ancestral home in 1Tungs ind
cams to Amerloa L

In Hungary Mr, Zental hal n ©°®
and belonged to a family to mibiol 4%
except an an avocation wis an fom m
as trade, He persuaded his poople
let him attend the School of Appiies
Arts Iin Budapest. After his ¥ -
tion he worked for hi= ewitl o
ment, Then came the guest "
Ing military gervice, .

A year of 1hat, and his ha <t
forget their cunning, So hre ¢ 1o
from year to year, using T -
fluence, until it was of no m -

Then he came to America.

Majtwasnhy




